THE RUMP DISSOLVED

business.    He was like a man climbing a tall church 1653 tower who  inadvertently seizes the bell-rope instead of the guide-rope and rings a tocsin which he has not intended.1

In wild words that tumbled over each other he poured forth his inmost souL He told the members what was the truth, if not the whole truth. He spoke of their injustice, their corruption, their petty jealousies; he spoke of their private sins, drunkenness, embezzlement, uncleanness, and as he spoke he looked hard at this and that embarrassed member. Then he clapped his hat on his head, to show that his respect for the House had gone, and as he spoke he strode up and down the floor, now and then stamping his foot. "It is not fit," he shouted, " that you should sit as a Parliament any longer. You have sat long enough unless you had done more good." Up rose Sir Peter Wentworth from Oxfordshire to complain of this unparliamentary language, the more scandalous, he said, since it came from u their servant whom they had so highly trusted and obliged." This was the last straw, for it brought back to Oliver's mind a personal grievance; these men proposed to degrade him from the lord-generalship and put in Fairfax in his stead, as the Roman Senate would have prevented Caesar's second consulship that they might liave him at their mercy. " I will put an end to your prating," he cried. "You are no Parliament. I say you are no Parliament. I will put an end to your sitting." He turned to Harrison : " Call them in ! Call them in! "

Worsley with his thirty musketeers filed into the chamber. At last Vane found his tongue. " This is not honest," he cried. " It is against morality and common honesty." Oliver turned on him, and his harsh voice had sadness in it as well as wrath. " 0 Sir Henry Vane ! Sir Henry Vane ! The Lord deliver me from Sir Henry Vane ! " He signed to Harrison to deal with the Speaker. Lenthall declined to move, so he was pulled from his chair. Algernon Sidney, Bitting on his right hand,

1 I have borrowed the metaphor from Karl Barth.